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Shall with her servants meet and second ; last,
When carts come in at morning, these being met
In the main gateway's midst may by device
Fall or be sidelong overthrown, and we
Make in thereon and suddenly possess
The house whence lightly might we bear her forth
Ere help came in of soldiers to relief
Who lie a mile or half a mile away
In several lodgings: but howe'er this end
She holds her bounden to me all her days
Who proffer me to hazard for her love,
And doubtless shall as well esteem of you
Or scarce less honourably, when she shall know
Youi names who serve beneath me , so commends
Her friend to God, and bids me burn the word
That I would wear at heart for ever ; yet,
Lest this sweet scripture haply write us dead,
Where she set hand I set my lips, and thus
Rend mine own heart with her sweet name, and end.

[Tears the letter.

Salisbury. She hath chosen a trusty servant
Babington.                                          Ay, of me ?

What ails you at her choice ? was this not I
That laid the ground of all this work, and wrought
Your hearts to shape for service ? or perchance
The man was you that took this first on him,
To serve her dying and living, and put on
The bloodred name of traitor and the deed
Found for her sake not murderous ?

Salisbury                                      "Why, they say
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